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much less see you. For years your name never passed my lips, while my soul drank in, with a delirious thirst, all that was uttered in my presence respecting you. The merest whisper that concerned you awoke in me a shuddering sixth sense) vaguely compounded of fear, ecstatic happiness, and a wild inexplicable sentiment that resembled nothing so nearly as a consciousness of guilt." l
Mi's. Whitman, on her part, bad been informed of frequent commendatory allusions to herself made "by Poe, and was prevailed upon to address some verses to him for the entertainment of what was termed a valentine party given by some literary friencls in New York. The two did not meet on this occasion; but the verses, published in the « Home Journal," March 18 (now entitled " The Raven," in Mrs. Whitman's "Poems ") were sent to.Poe. He says, in the continuation of the letter just quoted, that he was thrown into a state of ecstasy by this pi-oof of her regard, and, as he could not express his emotion in spontaneous lines, toolc down a volume of his old poems and read " To Helen," with the result that the identity of name and the aptness of the sentiment, which to one ac-onsfcomed to the Calculus of Probabilities wore an air of positive miracle, overwhelmed him with the belief that their destinies were conjoined. He was, at least, aroused to the point of composition, and
replied to her valentine with the lines "To------,"
afterwards elaborated into the beautiful, if not impassioned poem " To Helen," which is supposed to
1 Poo to Mrs. Whitman, no date,   Ingram, ii. 101,162.
